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CHAPTER VIL

At first she was icy indignant at my
intrusion; but, when she learned the
nature of my errand, her manner
thawed, and with flattering affability
she gave me to understand that I
could take her beloved grandchild to
wife as soon as ever I llked—even
suggested, though somewhat doubt-
fully, that I should wait to be supplied
with a companion tumbler of negus,
in celebration of the solemn betrothal,
which hospitality 1 curtly declined;
and, after a few whispered words with
Helen, who seemed quite dazed or
stupefied, I began my long walk home
in a turmolil of tenderness, triumph and
irritation that was little In harmony
with the glorious stillness of the
moonlit ocean and ecliffs.

I awoke the next morning after a
restless mnight with the comforting
consciousness that I had made an un-
mitigated fool of myself, tied mysell
for life to a girl of no position, edu-
cation, fortune, even beauty, for whom
in cold blood I really did not care a
straw, while my heart was irretriev-
ably bound to another.

I wandered about the mountains
alone all day, and in the afternoon
turned towards the farm, but when
it came within view a feeling of im-
patient repulsion made me turn back
at once. That night 1 wrote a short
note to Helen, telling her I md o
go to England on business, and on
the following day I crossed the chan-
nel.

General Stopford and his niece, I
heard, were occupying thelr town
house for a few weeks. I did not call
on them, but the day after my arrival
I had the pleasure of meeting Mias
Stopford in the row, looking the plec-
ture of blooming health and beauty,
my rival in devoted attendance.

She called me at once to her side
and in an imploring whisper begged
me to come and see her that after-
noon, that she would be at homse
to no one but me, and had so muca
to say to me. I refused point-blank,
and took my leave almost at once, de-
termined pnever voluntarily to come
within range of her appealing eyes
again. Yet, somehow, the very next
day found me on the general's door-
step, asking if his niece were at home.

1 was ushered into a dim boudoir,
and, when my eyes became accustomed
to the light, I saw the young Ilady
sitting beside Lord Sandmouth’s son,
and toying with a bunch of roses that
he had evidently just presented.

“I beg your pardon,” I said, with
& low bow, as the pair started to their
feet. “l think I have made a mis-
take; it was yesterday afternoon you
were to have been “at home” and
alone to me, Miss Stopford, was it
not?”

I went away, wrote immediately to
Mrs, Casey urging her to hasten the
prepacations for cur marriage. Threo
weeks later 1 returned to Donegal, and
one lovely August morning, without
settlements, trousseau, presents or the
orthodox breakfast, I was married
in the whitewashed parlor where I had
first seen my bLbride less than three
months before with her apron full of
early potatoes.

The ceremony was uneventful until
the conveyance that was to take us to
the train came lumbering and jolt-
ing up the grassy drive, and Helen
rose to say good-by to her grand-
mother.

“You—you will write to me, and
let me see you sometimes, granny?”
she said timidly, with a slight break
in her voice.

“Certainly, if you earnestly wish ii,
dear child,” answered Mrs. Casey,
brushing the girl's cheek with her
bristly chin; *“but at the same time,
Helen, I have been thinking seriously
over this matter, and have come to the
conclusion that it would be better if
you did not return to the humble
gcene of your childhood, for reasons
you will understand later. You are
entering into a world of pleasure,
wealth, excitement; I am passing away
here, in solemn undisturbed commun-
jon with my Creator. My days are
short on earth, as you know, and I
would rather not have them broken
into by intercourse with a world I
have forsaken forever. You must not,
dear child, think this decision harsh
or unnatural, or that it is dictated by
lack of affection for you. No, no, far
from it; I will bear you daily in my
thoughts, and pray with all the unc-
tion of my soul that you may be hap-
py and prosperous in your new state
of life and worthy in every way of the
estimable gentleman Iin whose keep-
Ing I place you with unbounded con-
fidence today.”

I bowed low to hide a grim smila,
for, indeed, I might have been the
sorriest scamp that ever took a wife,
for aught the old lady knew to the
conirzi'y: BNoc my i, with a com-
posed, almost calious countenance,
regsponded, moving to the door—

“Se be it, granny; let this be good-
by forever, then.”

On the doorstep Molly was walting
to fling her arms around her nurse-
child in a noisy embrace: and as we
Ilnmbered down the hill her shri:l
blessings, mingled with the rattle of
hobnailed heels and handfuls of ric=
striking the back of the carriage.
made a deafening noise.

When it was over I withdrew my
hands from mv ears and said to my

MY POOR WIFE. i
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wife, who was looking out of the win-
dow—

“Well, Helen, how do you feel? It
was not such a terrible business after
all, was it?”

" CHAPTER VIIL

She turned round. 1 saw that her
eyes were gleaming, her cheeks burn-
ing.

“You heard her, you saw her?” she
cried bitterly. “She wus so glad to
get rid of me, she could not bear the
idea of looking upon me again—she,
my mother's mother, with whom I
have lived all my Ilife. 'What is there
in me, I wonder, that makes me such
an unbearable burdemn to every one?
When I had the fever years ago, she
—she prayed that I might die. I wish
I had—I wish I had. Now, they are
all relieved, overjoyed, that you—you
have been tricked into marrying me
—every one of them, Biddy, Mike, even
Molly, who—who I thought cared a
little for me. Oh, I—"

“She does care for you,” I broke In
soothingly. “And so do I, Helen—
you know that well. Why else should
I have married you?"”

“l don't know—I don't know,” she
answered wildly. “You had some good
reason, I feel; and, though you fancy
you care a little for me now, it will
wear away, and you will long to get
rid of me like the rest. I wish I
had never met you, I wish I had
never been born—there's no one cares
for me in the world but little Jim and
he has no sense—my little Jim, whom
I—1 am never to see again, though
you promised, Mr. Dennys, that he and
I were never to be parted—you—did—
you know you did!”

“My dear, why did you not bring
him with you? You know I would
not have objected. Let us turn back
and get him at once.”

I leaned out to tell the driver to
turn, when I saw the poor little dog,
with his tongue hanging out, covered
with dust, ambling feebly after us.
I picked him up and laid him in his

mistress’ arms, and left them for a
time to whisper their grievances
to one another. Presently Helen

touched me gently, and I saw the
storm had gone out of her face. She
said wistfully—

“T'm sorry I said what I did, Mr.
Dennys. Will you forgive me, pleasa,
and—and try to be kind to poor little
Jim and me?" When I had made the
most suitable answer I could think of
she added: *“When—when—you are
really tired of us you will let us
know, and we'll go away quietly and
never trouble you again.”

We remained abroad for five months,
for I was anxious to rub off the sur-
face-coat of my wife's rusticity before
bringing her under the critical eyes
of my friends.

1 must say the undertaking was not
a painful or tedious one by any
means. Somehow the lace ruffiles and
bangles fitted her little brown wrists
more naturally than I imagined. She
learned quickly and aptly, and, much
to my surprise, showed an innate
capability of discerning worth and
beauty in the higher branches of art
which culture had failed to awaken
in me. In a picture gallery she would
instinetively go to the best picture,
stand entramced before canvases from
which my eve and, indeed, the average
eye of our fellow-travelers would
turn away In dull weariness.

She was very observant and inteili-
gent, never required to be told a thing
twice, and in a very short time of
wedded intimacy learned to read the
meaning of every light and shade that
crossed my common-place counte-
pance, the very thoughts of my heart
—in a manner that startled me at
first, until I came to accept it as an
ordinary accomplishment, not without
fts advantages to one of my torpld
temperament. The thing I had been
longing lazily for I would find some-
how at my elbow 2as soon as she
entered the room, the words I would
wish said would drop naturally from
her lips, the people I liked would be
her friends at the end of the week.

By degrees it began to pleasantly
dawn upon me that I was getting some
return for the great sacrifice I had
certainly made in marrying her, and
the sense of irritation at being duped
that had at first pursued me wore
away until I forgot its very existence.
Helen made me comfortable, and her
happy smiling foce and gradually im-
proving looks brought me a feeling »f
self-approbation that I thoroughly en-
joyed and that certainly smoothed my
temper, so sorely tried during my first
unfortunate love affair. I accepted
her attention, her cheerful devotion as
my due, now and then rewarding her
with a kind word or a loving caress.

“Clever child!” I remember murmur-
ing one day, when, erratically putting

forth my hand, it alighted on the
cigar <ase and the newspaper for
wnich T had been wishing. “How do

you always guess?”

“Love teaches me, I suppose,” she
replied, with a rosy smile. “You
remember I had a great quantity of
that artiele in stock when you ap-
peared, and you asked me for all I had
in a lump, Paul.”

How mnu- 1 love she received from
me in retr n I did not try to find out,
never troubling myself with senti-
mental analysis of the kind after my
marriage until we returned to Col-
worth, and I found Edith still un-

wedded and unwon, mere beantiful

than ever, the hand of friendship
gracefully outstretched to my wife and
little glances of semi-sarcastic, semli-
wistful reproach for me whenever our
eyes met unobserved.

CHAFPTER IX.

This evening, when Edith had called
upon my wife yas the first time she
had ever suggested or seemed to wish
for a private interview, and the cir-
cumstance disturbed and excited me
more than I liked. When at last,
after a long delay, she came down the
walk, I rose instinetively to meet her,
and tried to give to the interview as
cold and business-like a tone as I
could command.

“What must you think of me, Paul?"
she began Iimpulsively. “But I had
no resource left to me but to ask you
to meet me here. You—you are the
only friend—Ilook about me as anx-
jously as I can—to whom I dare turn
for pity and help in a great danger
that threatens me, to whom I dare
trust a secret that weighs—oh, so
heavily!—upon my life. You once
here, on this spot, told me you loved
me dearly—that—that love 18, of
course, dead now; but to its memory—
how dear and precions to me, ¥you
will never know'!—I now appeal when
I implore you to share my secret and
give me the help without which I
shall sink. Ah, you will pity and
forgive me when you know all! Hear
me, dear Paul, friend of my youth, I
beseech you!”

Prudence, loyalty to poor Helen, who
belleved in me so Impliecitly, distrust
of myself, twenty other considerations
urged me to refuse her request; but her
little hot hands were grasping mine,
her lovely blue eves full of entreaty
fixed upon my face. 1 had bent my
head, she whispered her secret Into
my ear. It was a secret that startled
and palned me, more than I could have
believed possible, that filled me with
indignation and pity, made me prom-
ise her my most devoted unconditional
allegiance, and, kneeling by her side,
beg forgivenness for my harsh judg-
ment and cruel words to her a year
before. Poor, poor child, if I only
could have guessed!

Up and down the walk I paced for
fully ten minutes battling with my
wrath and agitation, until her anxious
face recalled me to the necessity for
prompt and cautious actioa; and tak-
ing my place beside her we talked to-
gether for fully half an hour in earnest
whispers and discussed the most
avallable measures for averting the
threatened danger. When we rose
to part at last, she laid her hand on
my arm with a piteous gesture,

“] have trusted you; you will mnot
betray me? You will give me your
solemn word of honor to tell no one,
not even your wife, for she does not
like me?"”

“What an f{dea!” I burst out im-
pulsively. “How could you imagine
such a thing, Edle? Why, she is al-
ways pralseing you, admiring your
beauty, your grace, your cleverness,
wondering how I escaped falllng In
love with—*

I stopped abrupily, coloring furious-
ly, whilst a lovely wave of carmine
brightened her cheek. After a pain-
fully conscious pause, during which
we did not dare look at one another,
she said softly, withdrawing her hand,
?‘hlch I had been unwittingly hold-
ng—

“You will ind I'm right; she does
not like me, Paul, indeed.”

“Why, Edie?”

“How should I knew?—twisting
her rings slowly round and looking
down. “I—I have tried to be nice
to her, to make a friend of her; but
it's of no use. she will never like me.
I'm sure I can’t guess why—can you,
Paul?'—with a swift upward glance
into my unseasy face.

Of course I knew then she was and
always had been an unblemished
angel, an innocent and shamefully in-
jured girl, that she had never wilful-
ly meant to make sport of my affec-
tions or of any other man’s, But,
lacking this knowledge, I must con-
fess that glance and that appeal in the
circumstances would have savored to
me of coquetry—of a spirited and dan-
gerous kind. Poor child, how little
I understood her—how coarse and
merciless had been my judgment!

“I've never done her any harm that
I know of, I'm sure; and people don't
as a rule find it so very hard to like
me, Paul,” she added, with a childish
wistful sigh.

“They don't,
don’'t!” I muttered,
away.

“Good-by, Paul—good-by, brother. I
may call you that?' she whispered,
laying her hand on my arm, detaining
me. “Oh, if you had not gone away
—1{f you had not left me—left me—"

“Hush, hush!" I broke in thickly,
covering her hot hand with kisses.
“We—we must not think of these
things now, Edle.”

Half way across the lawn I met my
wife strolling languidly towards me.

“*“Where have you been?"” she asked,
with a slight frown. “l have been
looking for you evervwhere—round by
the paddock, stables, garden.”

“Not around by the cedar walk, my
love.”

“Oh, you were there?”

“Yes: smoking a couple of cigars
for the last hour or so sinee I left the
drawing-room."”

“Then you must have met Miss Stop-
ford going home; she left me nearly
an hour ago.”

“Miss Stopford—Edie? Let me
see, Yes, of course I met her! What
a lovely evening It is! Suppose we
take a turn by the river before din-
ner?” 1 suggested hastily; and, she as-
senting, we turned towards the wood
that bordered my property south and
west, watered by the briskest, cleareat
trout stream In Yorkshire, fringed
with fern, forget-me-not and moss-
covered boulders, against which the
water fretted musically, and break-
ing into bubbling cascades drowning

heaven knows they
moving hastily

the voice of wocd pigeom, blackblird,
and thrush that haunted the hazel
thicket through which Helen was du-
tifully breaking a way for me.

“What a hurry it is in this even-
ing—worse than ever!” she remarked,
when we stood arm in arm by the wa-
ter. “You stupid, stupld little stream
to be in such a fume to reach that foul,
smoky town! Don’t you feel you're
well off, hemmed in by these fragrant
banks, serenaded by thrush end blacik-
bird, bedded with sparkling pebbles?”

About 2 mile further down the lit-
tle Col, swelled by some tributary
streams of baser origin, lost its crys-
tal identity and, after being merciless-
ly scourged and threshed by the
spokes of mighty machinery, passad
through the manuacturing town of
Shorton and, flowing eastward in a
porter-colored flood, emptied itself In-
to the German ocean.

“Yes,” 1 assented, languidly throw-
ing myself upon the grass and lighting
a cigar. “It does seem In a confounded
hurry; look, Nell, at that beech leaf,
what a rate It's traveling at, by Jove!”

“I wonder If it will reach the sea
tonight—heigho!” mused Helen, who
never could look at the fafrest streak
of fresh water without Ilonging for
salt.

“Reach the sea tonight—that Ileaf!
You =silly girl! Nell. would you like
to hear a story?”

“Yes, if it's a pretty one.”

“It's all in a minor key, like most
true talea. Sit down beside me and
111 begin. Once upon a time there
lived up in that red house where you
and I, I trust, my dear, will grow gray
together. a young lady named Cecily
Dennys.”

“QOh, it's a family legend?”

“Yes; Miss Ceclly was my great-
grand-aunt, and a famous beauty in
her time. I have a miniature of ber
somewhere, I must show it to you.
She had a score or so of lovers and
suitors of all ages and degrees, among
them some of the most eligible bach-
elors in the county. The eldest son
of the duke, a most gallant and pol-
ished gentleman, proposed to her; but
she would have no one but young Ron-
ald Hernshaw of the Grange below—
that stone house among the trees,
where we called the other day—a man
whom her parents and friends most
sensibly dlsapproved of, for young
Ronald had an evil reputation, and
Lad squandered a large slice of tho
property after he came of age.

(To Be Continned next Saturday.)
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Operate Mn{;niﬁcent Vestibuled Trains be
tween Atlanta and Mootgomery, Moblle
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All Texas, Mexico and California Points,

In Addition to this Exeellent Through
Train and Car Service
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modations and inducements to their patrons
and residents along their line. Any one
contemplating a change of home can find
no location more attractive nor more con-
duclve to prosperity than is to be found on
the line of these roads.)

“THE HEART OF THE SOUTH"”

A besutifully {llustrated book giving detall-
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R.E. LUTZ
Trafle lfm- %
MONTGOMDBY, ALA.

GEORGE O. 8'\1!‘1‘11 F‘rm & Gen. Manager
ATLANTA,

THE
DENVER
ROAD
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thority on today's literature will
summer 8at the Texas-Colorado
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A. A. GLISSON, Gen. Agt. Pass. Dept.,
Ft. Worth & Denver City Ry.,

F't. Worth, Texas.
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Mineral Wells Texas.

WHY SMITH LEFT HOME....

Because he could live better, f‘henper
he could at home.

with better health and less annovance than

“Within one day's ride of El Paso' he read in the dally

the next day found him at Mineral Wells, the famousHesalth and Summer
with hotels offering unexceptionable accommodations at reasonsble rates, p!ctnr-

esque summer cottages within reach
and hamay environs. ‘"All summer
bhome, and they follow Mr. Smith.

of evervhody’s purse. health-giving waters,
excursion ratef via T. & P.," read those at

For descriptive pamphlet, or any furtber information call on, or address:
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CINCINNATI, ST.
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ICAN CENTRAL RY.
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Mexican Central Ry.
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Guadalajara, Lake Chapala, Aguascalientes, which are high and dry,
where every day in the year is pleasant and every night .cool. .

<« Sunshine and Strawberries Every Day in the Year\

For rates and other Information, apply tc
B. J, KUHN, Commercial Agent, El Paso, Texas.

"EL PASO &HORTHEA.STEBH '

ALAMOGORDO & SACRM&HTO MOUNTAIN RYS.

TIME TABLE NO. 2.

[Mountain Time]

Traln No, 1 leaves El Paso..10:30 a. m.
Tralo No. 2 arrives El Paso..7:15 p, m.
(Dally Except Sunday)

Traln No. 1 ar. Alamogordo. .2:45 p, m.
Train No. 2 lIv. Alamogordo..3:20 p. m,
{Dually Except Sunday]

Connects at Alamogordo with staze
line to Nogals, Mescelero, F't.
Stanton & White Oaks

No one should leave Alamogordo
without making & trip on the . .

ALAMCGORDO & SACRAMENTO MOUNT INRy
—THAT FAMOUS—

““CLOUD CLIMBING ROUTE’g

—And Cool Off at—

“Cloudcroft”’

The Breathing Spot of Southwest.

For information of any kind regarding
$he roilroads or the country adjacent inereio,
e -
gall_on or write to

%,‘;——
‘GEN. S F‘rg GLh. I.& P.AGT.
or orn. A]e}dnder.
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Pecos Valley-Northeastern
Rallway Company

CENTRAL TIME.

TRAIN 1.
L'ves Pecos 3:30 a.m. Arrives Eddy 7:35a.m.
*« Roswell 11:55 p.m
¢ Amariilo 0:40
Oonpecting with A, T. &£ 8, F.and F. W. &
N, C. Ry's.

TRAIN 2.
L'vsiAmarillo 5:35 a.m. Ar’vs Roswell2:35 pm
Eddy 6:25
28 Pecos 10:50 **
OConnecting with Texas and Faclific Ry.

—STAGES FOR—

Lincoln. White Oaks,
and:Nogal, N. M.,

Leave Roswell, N. M., daily except
Suncay, at 7a. m

For low rates, for information re-
garding the resources of this valley,
the price of lands,eto., apply to

D. H. NICHOLS,
Gen. Manager,Eddy, N. M.,

DoN D. DONAHUE,

Gen. Fr'tand Pass. Ag’t,
Eddy, N. M,

IF YOU WOULD TRAVEL
fo the
EAST, NORTH
or SOUTHEAST

in comfort, purchase
your fickets via the

the BEST SERVICE,
and the BEST con-

The only line operating
PARLOR CAFE CARS
(meals a la carle).

Puliman Sleepers,
Elegant Wide Vestibuled
FREE Chair Cars.

THE BEST ROUTE
seeedUies
Memphi's, Louisviile, Cincinnati, Nash-
wille, Chattanocoga, Atlanta, New
York, Washington, Philadelphia, Bal-
timore, and other cities of the North,

For maps, time tables and other in-

formation, wwrite your nearest Coffon
Eeit Agent, or

S. G. WARNER, D. M. MORGAN,
ben’IFeas'racd Tif. Agt.,  Traveling Poss’rAgent,
TYLER, TEX. FT.WORTH,TEX

RO

SMUOUNTAIN
ROUTE.

For the

-~

North-ndEast .

MEMPHIS 0R ST Louis,

In Pullman Buffet Sleeping Cars,

This is the Short and Quick Line,
And

HOURS ARE SAVED

By Purchasing Your Tickefs via this Route,

For further information, apply to Ticket
Agents of Connecting Lines, or to

J. C. Lewis, Traveling Pass'r Agent,
Austin, Tex. ,

I C. TOWNSEND, 6. P. and T. A., 8T. LOTUIS.




